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circles the memory became a nightmare and
the name a shibboleth: "he has been Front
Populaire " was the most devastating stric-
ture that could be pronounced against any
man. Nor was this feeling limited to the
upper classes. Two years later I was amazed
when I heard a typical man of the lower
middle-class, a barber who ran his little
shop without an attendant, pour out his
hatred of the Front Populaire: how they
had ruined trade, petted and pampered the
workers who would do no work, crushed the
middle-class under excessive taxes and wanton
social experiments. The poor fellow worked
himself up into such a fury, gesticulating .with
his scissors, that I began to fear for my skin.
But the echoes of this fury we shall hear later
rumbling through the drama of France*
Daladier came to power, and, breaking
openly with the Communists, undertook to
put the workers into their place again. He
did it step by step, and by so doing became
the hero of the bourgeoisie. He was the
typical middle-class politician from the
provinces who loved drink and costly (if
vulgar) women, and cloaked his mediocrity
under the appearance of a strong, silent
man;1 moreover, he was obsessed with a
1 A friend of mine who had been on the staff of a